In memory of Stavros Busenberg
Mario Martelli Harvey Mudd College Claremont, CA He was my best friend in the USA. With him I felt at home,like in Florence. We spoke Italian to each other, we talked about Italian literature, which he knew quite well , and every Thursday we went together to the Italian table at the Oldenborg center. We spoke Italian when we were doing research or we were talking about difficulties we found in teaching certain topics or strategies we had devised for achieving clarity and effectiveness in our lectures. We were frequently the first to arrive in the morning at the department and the last to leave in the evening. Many times our day together did not end with the words "Ciao a domani (see you tomorrow)", said before the short ride back home, because we called each other after dinner, if a new idea or a new question had crossed our mind. He always told me: "Mario, we will do great things together". He was right, except for the time.
We have done great things together. One was the organization of the 1990 International Meeting to honor a common friend, Ken Cooke, in his 65th birthday. I still remember when on the final day of the meeting, after the last talk, Stavros took the stand and said: "Se e you all at the turn of the century for another great meeting in Claremont". At that time I would have never imagined that the next International Meeting in Claremont would come only four years after the one in 1990 and would be in memory of Stavros. We worked side by side for the success of the meeting in honor of Ken, and we devoted several months and a lot of energy to edit two beautiful volumes of proceedings. Many participants have repeatedly told us that they have great memories of the meeting and many colleagues have expressed their admir ation for the volumes. Springer-Verlag printed a poster to publicize one of them. Stavros and I also obtained some remarkable results. He talked about them in Europe, in China, in New Zealand. Back in Claremont from these trips, he would always tell me : "Mario, people really like the results. Everybody says that they are really beautiful. We must collect them in a book". We started planning it, we wrote the scheme and a few pages. We could not finish it, because Stavros left too soon.
What was amazing for me was the energy and versatility Stavros had. One day we would work together. The next day he would work with his students. The day after he had a visitor and they were working on another problem. Then came his work with Kenneth Cooke. Stavros' knowledge of mathematics was by far deeper than one could have expected in a first rate professional. He had an open mind for new ideas, new methods, and modern technology. TeX and LaTeX carne and Stavros learned them immediately. Electronic mail carne and Stavros was among the first to use it. Chaos theory was still in its infanc y and Stavros already knew almost everythin g about it. I don't know how he could find the time to learn and master so many different things.
He has left in my life an empty space that will never be filled. Sometimes when I look back at my notes I find a gage or two written by him while we were working together. I stop and go back with my memory to those beautiful days and it seems almost impossible that he is not with us anymore. Holding that piece of paper I almost hear his voice, I see his gestures, I look at him writing. I see Stavros and myself going to the photocopy machine to make an extra copy for him or for me.
Our families were very close. We all enjoyed each others' company immensely. The toy railway Stavros built for his two sons, George and John, and all the equipment that came with it, became the toy railway of my son Teddy. It is still under the porch of my house and my youngest daughter Lisa plays with it. I still remember the many times Stavros brought me apricots or figs from his backyard. He knew that I like these fruits and he never forgot to pick some for me. We never came around to make some wine together, That was one of the projects we promised each other to do "when we had time". Unfortunately that time has never come. Stavros was like a ball of fire-brilliant, warming, illuminating, and awesome. Wherever he spoke, seminar room, classroom, lecture hall, he filled the space with his presence. How did he do it? The trace of an accent from his childhood Greek gave a touch of the exotic to his speech. But what shone through the accent and the showmanship of writing on the blackboard with either hand, or both at once , was the searching intellect, the love of learning, the astonishing breadth of knowledge in mathematics and physics and engineering and biology and literature and language. A few years ago he learned to speak Italian because he was to spend a sabbatical semester in Italy. But for him learning Italian meant more than picking up a Berlitz book or working his way through a mathematics vocabulary. To Stavros, Italian meant going to the master, to Dante, and that is just what he did. A few years ago he started to apply mathematical techniques to some epidemic modelsso he learned biology and epidemiology. Many years ago, after he had earned degrees in mechanical engineering, he fell in love with epsilons and deltas (his Greek heritage?) and got his doctorate in mathematics. To him the world of the intellect had no boundaries. Marvelous things were out there waiting to be discovered and understood and explained and used . Applied mathematics, pure mathematics, science, engineering were all open to him and he refused to draw lines between them. His title was Professor of Mathematics, but the last two words in that title were too confining, too defining. He was truly a professor in the renaissance sense. Stavros' life will be for those of us who were privileged to work with him a shining example of humanism in the academy.
A Mentor and Friend Remembered
Melissa AClon Harvey Mudd College, '93 I first met and got to know Professor Busenberg during my sophomore year in college. He taught the very first differential equations class I took. As a teacher, he was one of the best I ever had. From the very first day, he amazed me with the energy and enthusiasm he brought to the class. He always motivated the equations and theorems, making the subject alive.
In the last semester that he was with us, I had another class with him, and I sometimes had the
chance to assist him in another one of his classes. Although I could tell he was often in pain, he was still as incredibly enthusiastic and entenaining in the classroom as ever! Much as he was a great teacher in the classroom, he was even more incredible as a research advisor. I was very fortunate to have had the opportunity to work on research with him for almost two years.
He introduced me to the beauty and joy of mathematical research and opened up so many new and exciting areas for me to explore. He always worked hard to help me, and as a result, he also demanded and expected a lot. I am very grateful for that because I have been able to accomplish more than I ever imagined. Although he was demanding, he was so in quite a cheerful way that never discouraged me. I never found it hard to get excited over the work I was doing with him because his enthusiasm and energy were contagious! I did have my moments of frustration with my research-when I was "stuck" and did not know where to go next. After research sessions with him, my questions were answered, and I felt confident I could do anything once again. 
